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SEPTEMBER. 


44 With a sweet unfaded dye. 

Summer lingers in the sky. 

Yet upon her glowing cheek, 

Wanders now and then a streak 
Of the lily’s paler hue ; 

And her eyes delicious blue 
Shines as though in tears it swam. 

And her evening’s breath of balm. 

Wafts no more the silver song 
The enchanted woods among, 

Is not this soft summer death, 

(Still encircled with a wreath. 

In whose living crownlet glows 
Nature’s gem of gems — the rose,) 

For our holy lesson given, 

How to fit our age for heaven ! 

With what front of hope serene, 

We shall quit the earthly scene, 

Grateful glance upon the past, 

Then lie flower-like down at last. 

Leaving man the rich perfume 
Of our virtues in the tomb.” 

As yet the bounties of nature are in part un- 
gathered, and the changing tints of the leaves just 
warn us of the year’s decline, a few only are seared, 
but how different in their appearance to what 


they were a short time ago ; they have neither the 
brightness of early spring, nor the uniform rich- 
ness of Autumn : but are imbued with a deep, 
dark hue ; a few on the beech and on the topmost 
branches of the elm may have become yellow, and 
here and there a brown hue edges the boughs of the 
chestnut ; but as yet full foliage clothes the forest 
trees, which bend slightly to the increasing breezes 
with an awful majesty. The change that has 
taken place in the aspect of the country tells us 
plainly that the youth of the year is gone, and that 
even its full maturity and strength are passing 
away. The fields so recently covered with waving 
corn, or enlivened by the busy labourers, are now 
bare and deserted, but the meadows are still look- 
ing fresh and beautiful, although the mornings 
and evenings are sometimes chilly and foggy, it is 
generally serene and pleasant, partaking of the 
warmth of summer and vigour of autumn, and the 
sun shines with mellow lustre, still imparting sum- 
mer heat during the middle of the day. If Sep- 
tember be not so bright with promise, and so 
buoyant with hope as May, it is even more imbued 
with the spirit of serene repose, in \vhich the only 
true, because the only continuous enjoyment con- 
sists. 

“ Season of mist and yellow fruitfulness ; 

Close bosom friend of the maturing sun ; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch eves run.” 

Keats. 


